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after a particularly severe bout, Venner had taken his
courage in both hands, and sent for me.
" I didn't like the sound of that at all. You must
remember that I knew nothing whatever about these
people. And it struck me that Venner's description
sounded about as near as a layman would get to the
symptoms of strychnine poisoning.
" I started the ordinary routine questions. What had
the patient had to eat, and so forth. He hadn't had
much to eat, didn't seem to be able to swallow solid
food. But he had had a few cups of tea, and several
glasses of his favourite drink. Naturally, I asked what
that was. Venner told me, as though it were the most
natural thing in the world* Creme-de-rnenthe and rum,
half and half!"
" Good heavens!" exclaimed Dr. Priestley, his gas-
tronomic susceptibilities shocked to the utmost.
" Sounds a horrible concoction, doesn't it? I've
always said, like Jurgen, that I'd try every drink once.
But I don't think I could face that!
" I suggested that I had better see the patient, and
Venner took me to his room. The first thing that caught
my eye was Christine Venner doing something to her
eyebrows in front of the glass. Upon my word, Priest-
ley, her reflection looked less artificial than the original.
However, she slipped out of the room as soon as we
came in,
'* I walked over to the bed, and then for the first
time I saw Denis Hinchliffe, Notfling in common with
his nephew, I can promise you that, I've found adjec-
tives for the other two. Shall I say that Hinchlifife was
defiant? You saw it in every line of his face, defiance
of the world ,^of all convention, and most of all of death,
which I saw at the first glance was not very far away,
" But before I could say a word, he was seized with
a convulsive spasm. Complete rigidity of the muscles,